THOMAS LODGE and GEORGE   PEELE
O all you winged quiristers of wood,
That, perched aloft, your former pains report,
And straight again recount with pleasant mood
Your present joys in sweet and seemly sort.
O all you creatures, whosoever thrive
On mother earth, in seas, by air, or fire,
More blest are you than I here under sun :
Love dies in me, whenas he doth revive
In you 5  I perish under beauty's ire,
Where after storms, winds, frosts, your life is won*
T  LODGE
From The Phoenix' Nest, 1593
For pity, pretty eyes, surcease
To give me war, and grant me peace.
Triumphant eyes, why bear you arms
Against a heart that thinks no harms ?
A heart already quite appalled,
A heart that yields and is enthralled ?
Kill rebels, proudly that resist;
Not those that in true faith persist,
And conquered serve your Deity.
Will you, alas, command me die?
Then die I yours, and death my cross;
But unto you pertains the loss.
T. LODGE
From The Arraignment of Paris, 1584
Oenone,    Fair and fair, and twice so fair,
As fair as any may be ;
The fairest shepherd on our green,
A love for any lady.
Paris.      Fair and fair, and twice so fair,
As fair as any may be 5
Thy love is fair for thee alone,
And for no other lady.
Oenone.    My love is fair, my lovt is gay,
As fresh as bin the flowers in May,
And of my love my roundelay,